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In the little graveyard near here Georges had
been buried, and here her father and mother had
died.

The house that stood behind a little court-
yard, defended by a rough stone wall, seemed
quite dead against the pale blue sky. It had
been, Warren thought, two houses; on the right
it was of some height, with latticed windows and
a gabled roof. From this attempt at grandeur
it fell away to a low rough place that had what
seemed to be farm buildings attached to it.

But all was now in utter desolation. As they
led their horses in through the gate, shabby and
broken, their feet struck the rime from the
stiffened grass. Birds rose in a whir of agita-
tion from the thin stems of the bushes; a large
white cat with malevolent eyes slunk across the
fast disappearing stones. Yet it was a scene
of great beauty. Rosthwaite Fell and Glaramara
in further distance rose above the fields in purple
grandeur. Water ran in silver skeins down the
rocks, and its tumbling was the only sound.

Warren had got down from his horse to lead
it in, and now, standing in front of the old door,
he cried, * Is anyone here?'

There was no answer. They heard some
animal stamping in a byre close by. They
pushed the door back and entered.

A musty odour of decay, straw, animal dung,
met them, but they persevered and, climbing the
stair, found themselves in a large room*

This, it appeared, was the place where the
shepherd was at home. A sort of couch made